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It was a steep and a dusty path he was following up the slope
of Wirral Hill. Oh, how he longed for the stormy north wind and
the wide fens. His nostalgia for Norfolk became a shrinking back
from the strangeness of Glastonbury! He found himself staring
at an iron seat which the municipality of the town had placed
on a ledge of that long ascent. His sensations were very queer
as he stood staring at this iron seat. "When I am having exciting
thoughts about making love to Mary," he said to himself, "I feel
careless and reckless; but when I think of Tom I have such a
sensation of being protected that it makes me frightened of every-
thing! God! I wish Mary and Tom and I were all safe back in
that Northwold drawing-room, looking out on that lawn! There's
something funny about this place. This place seems to be unreal.
I feel exactly as if it were floating on a sea of coloured glass. I
feel as if at any moment it might sink and carry me down into
God knows what!"
He really did begin, at that moment, to feel physically dizzy.
This alarmed him and made him tighten his hold on the handle
of his stick and hurry on up the hill. He soon perceived beyond
the curve of the incline, lifted above the dust of the pathway in
front of him, the gaunt, outstretched branch of the ambiguous
tree. And there was the black post; and there, with his back
propped against the post and his chin upon his knees, sat Mr.
Owen Evans. The sight of Mr. Evans, seated in that manner,
brought back, in a flash, to John's mind, the image of Stone-
henge. "Ha! those stones are older than Glastonbury!" he mut-
tered to himself. And then feeling his courage and his adventur-
ousness returning to him, "0 great Stone Circle," he prayed,
"give me my girl into my hands in spite of all these kings and
saints and thorn trees!"